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letter came. For a time I could not make myself think
about books—it seemed so strange that you should care
to think of them in these dreadful days when we have all
one object only, to avenge our dead. Vengeance is mine,
saith the Lord, I will repay. But we must help. Even in
the little work Janet and I do here at home we feel that.
It is a consolation. But afterwards I said to myself you
must have your books since you asked for them "and God
has, decided you may take no more part in this struggle
unless Holland is shamed into doing as Belgium did. So
I went up to your room, past poor Peter's door (his little
place is just as he left it and some of his writing still on
the blotter), and I looked for the books and papers as you
told me. How many you had in that locked cupboard!
I used to think it was account-files you kept there. Some
on your list I could not find. I grew tired looking, and I
thought you would not mind; but there will be enough to
occupy you in your sad idleness. In the end it was Elizabeth
who packed them and arranged to have them sent. She
wanted to look for others, too, but I had burned your list
by then. She has never really told me how your engage-
ment was broken off when she visited you in the camp at
Walmer. She says you both wished it, but I have never
heard of such a case. I used to think she was such a well-
balanced girl—always so quiet and so modest about the
share in the business and the money she will have from
her father some day. But perhaps the war has upset her
in more ways than one. You cannot imagine what trouble
I have had with the maids since the camp began in Harbury
Park! Young people of every class seem to be very much
on edge. When I told Elizabeth that you were to be moved
to a moated fortress from which it would be impossible to
escape, she said: 'Thank God! That's his chance, then/
Of course I am thankful you are safe, and if she had been
still engaged to you I might have expected her to say what
she did, but she told me, when I asked her, that she was
glad because for once you would be compelled to stop
fighting other people's battles and to lead your own life.
What she meant I really don't know, I said, how could

